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I so much enjoyed my years at Walmcr that I am sure I could
fill a whole volume with reminiscences. No boys were ever
better fed or by a better system. There was a variety of at least
three dishes each day and the dining-room was divided into four
tables, each one of which daily had the privilege of first choice
in selection, " Rissoles, potatoes, and rice " was very popular,
and they were giant rissoles, as large as cricket balls, swimming
in thick brown sauce. There was a hot molten chocolate dish
which rarely went beyond the first table : and in all my life I
have never seen or tasted such marvellous Yorkshire pudding as
was produced from the kitchens of St. Glare*

If we were very good during the week, we used to be asked,
two or three of us, to supper with Mr. Murray on Sunday evening.
I was only very good once and it was a terrifying experience,
because I could not escape from the thought that God was
hovering over the table in the presence of the penetrating clear
blue eyes of Miss Charlotte, enormously magnified behind her
glasses.

The head master always secured the very best assistants.
There was a Mr. Harvey, young and extraordinarily handsome,
who played cricket divinely, whom I worshipped ; and there
was Mr. Druitt, with carroty hair, who seemed to wear eternally
a pea-green shirt, rolled up at the sleeves, and exposing mar-
vellously freckled arms. But Mr. Druitt knew more about
gardening and caterpillars, moths and chrysalises than any man
I have ever met and he possessed, moreover, that rare mind
which can make mathematics interesting.

I alternated my worship between the beautiful figure of
Harvey and the absorbing interest of Druitt. And there was
Mr, Bernard, an expert in all games and a most charming
personality, who after a period in Canada and as a soldier
during the War has returned to the school, over whose destiny
he still presides as head master. He docs not seem to have
changed in personal appearance or in agility, from the days in
which I first met him on the football field.

While at St. Clare, I produced, edited, and illustrated a
monthly magazine, The Magpie, which continued for two years.
It is still, I think, a very creditable performance, although, as
I note from some of the full-page illustrations, when my sense
of draughtsmanship was not sufficiently skilled to produce
horses* legs in action, I whirled ink about the paper to represent
a cloud of dust; while in the case of an engine travelling at high